84                             TO HIS MOTHER.
not come. In spring when the beeches are coming
out, or in autumn when they are turning colour,
the place must be at its perfection. The shooting
is very good. I shot yesterday, and did nothing
but miss, I am so out of practice; and no doubt I
shall do nothing but miss to-morrow, but there is
nobody to be annoyed by it, so it does not matter,
and the being out is a great amusement to me.
Poor Mrs. Grant Duff has been dangerously ill
since they came back from abroad, and is still
confined to her room. We go and see her at five
o'clock tea, and again for an hour after dinner.
Sir John Lubbock is here, whom I like very
much. ... I go away to-morrow afternoon, and
shall get home to dinner. On the 21st I am going
to Aston Clinton with Dicky till the evening of
the 23rd. Mme. Norman USTeruda, the violinist,
will be there, and Dick will so much like it that
as Lady de R. kindly asked him to go with me, I
could not refuse. Sir John Lubbock is near me,
and his room is hung with tapestry and haunted.
One of the family committed suicide there. Sir
John Lubbock was put there rather than I, because
as a man of science he is supposed to be exempt
from all superstitious fears.
Grant Duff heard from the Duke of Argyll to-
day that yesterday afternoon he received a tele-
gram from the Queen to send to the Viceroy of
India to the effect that the doctors were somewhat
more hopeful about the Prince of Wales.1 This
1 It was announced, November 23, 1871, that the Prince of
Wales was suffering from typhoid fever.